A    WINDOW    IN    THRUMS
"My mother's hodded  (hid)  it," she ex-
plained, " an' he winna speir nae queistions,
But he's lookin' for't   He was ben in the room
searchin' the drawers when I was up i' the
toon in the forenoon.   Ye see he pretends na
to be carin' afore me, an' though my mother's
sittin'   sae   quiet-like  at  the  window she's
hearkenin' a' the time.   Ay, an* he thocfat
I had hod it up here/1

But   where,    I    asked,    was   the   glove
hid,

" I ken nae mair than yersel," said Leeby.
" My mother's gien to hoddin' things.   She
has a place aneath the bed whaur she keeps
the siller, an'  she's no  speakin1  aboot the
glove to me noo, because she thinks Jamie
an* me's in comp (company).   I speired at her
whaur she had hod it, but she juist saidf
' What would I be doia' hoddin't ? '   Shell
never admit to me 'at she hods the silfear
either/'

Next day Leeby came to me with the latest
sews,
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